±m PLAINS INDIANS 




WITH THE HORSE, HE COULD 
NOW ROAM FAR AFIELD IN 
SEARCH OF BUFFALO, DEER, 
AND OTHER WILD GAME. 
FOR CONVENIENCE,THE _ 
TRIBES WERE DIVIDED INTO 
SMALLER BANDaTHE 
PLAINS INDIAN SOON 
DEVELOPED THE PORTABLE 
SKIN TEPEE AND WAS SOON 
DEVOTING MUCH MORE OF 
HIS TIME TO WAR. 



THE DISCOVERY AND 
TAMINS OF THE HORSE 
THREE HUNDRED YEARS 
AGO, COMPLETELY AL~ 
TERED THE MODE OF THE 
PLAINS INDIAN'S LIFE. 
HE HAD BEEN LIVING IN 
PERMANENT VILLAGES 
BUILT OF LOGS AND CLAY. 
HE DEPENDED MOSTLY 
ON CORN AND VEGETA- 
BLES FOR FOOD^INCE 
FOOT TRAVEL PREVENT- 
ED BRINGING IN LARGER ^AMOUNTS 
OF GAME THAN A LARGE TOG COULD 
DRAG. FURTHERMORE IT WASN'T 
EASY TO FOLLOW THE WARPATH A- 
FOOT, ACROSS THE IMMENSE UN- 
BROKEN RANGE OF THE WEST. 




AS THE TRIBES CONTINUED 
TO COME IN FREOUENTCON- 
TACT WITH EACH OTHER/THE 
SIGN LANGUAGE REACHED A 
REMARKABLE DEGREE OF 
DEVELOPMENT. 

THE LONE KANGEK. '.':'. 1 1 ''"'^' ] ', Ju ££' , 19= °v 



THE DESIGNS ON A PLAINS WAR- 
rSr'S SHIELD WERE OFTEN BELIEVED 
TOBESTRON6ER MEDICINE A6AINST 
ENEMY LANCES THAN THE TOU6H 
BULL BUFFALO HIDE ITSELF. 



fright. lB'.H, !"« |.;L.;'.!i.. 



JUST HOW MUCH 
DIO VOU OVERHEAR 
TDNTO" 




"TKow for the second part ) 
(of my plan — 





WE WERE AT THE SCENE OF THE MURDER.' WE FOLLOWED THE TRACKS) 
OF THE-KILLERS TO RED STAR'S t/ILLASEITHE KILLERS ARE WITH r^ 
RED STAR AT THIS VERY MOMENT/ , 




YOU'VE GOT TO BELIEVE ME, SIR! TWO 
MEN KILLED YOUR SERGEANT WITH AN 
INDIAN ARROW, HOPING YOU'D BLAME j 
THE INDIANS. — 





BUT ITS TRUE! THESE WHITE' MEN WAUT 
TO MAKE WAR BETWEEN YOU AND HE 
INDIANS, SO VOU'LL NOT BE ABLE TO 
START ON TOR CAMEL EXPEDITION ! 





' CHIEF, WE KNOW YOUR SON HAS BEEN MURDERED IN ; THE SAME VW/j 
ONE OF THE SOLDIERS HAS B EEN MURDERED. THIS HAS BEEN DONE^ 
BY ENEMIES TO 
START v 





AND THE IDAHO KID'S RIFLE 





"yOlRL FIND THAT, AS, 
A SHERIFF, DM V 
TVLERCANBEAs) 

' §8 




WHAT HAPPENS TO 1DU WILL BE 
A LESSON TO EVERY OUTLAW 
IN THIS PART OF THE COONTRV! j 




FATHER AWM5 BOASTED/ UtlEMlETS 
ABOUT IMS BULLET, rf^ i N YOUR 
WAS SIVEM TO Wf /SUNS ARE 
BY TBE LONE J—-^ •— 'SILVER: YOjSE 
RANGER! r^ai^^Ql* 15S RM6B?.' 




HAVEN'T WW 
OTHER CHARGES 
AGAINST SLIM 

AND FLATN0S6, 
SHERIFF ? 




in spite of the fact that ■*■ 
the! Were pals of the no 
torioos idaho kid.vjeve sot 
no other charges against 

THEM. 



YOU TWO 6ET OUT 
OF TOWN AND STAY 
OUT. IFI_.. 

VOL) AROUND HERE 
AGAIN, I'LL JAIL YOU, 




WE'LL RIDE AWAY, SLIM, BUT NOT 
FAR. I'M GOING TO GET THAT 
GUN IF ITS THE LAST THING J 00. 




I'VE GOT A SCORE TO SETTLE 
■ WITH THAT NEW SHERIFF AND HIS. 
MASKED PAL, 




ME TOO. WE'LL GET SQUARE FOR * 
THE WAY THEY HANDLED US, AND AT 
ME SAME TIME WE'l 
IDAHO KID'S 




THAT COAL OIL MAK66 IT BURN 
LIKE FUW! 



A PERFECT SHOT. NOW JUST WMT'LL THE HOUSEJ5ETS 
SOIN'SOCO/ THEN WE'LL GET THE RIFLE. 




^UH HEAR THAT, FLATNOSE'J'MS'IS KBIT, 

THAT MA&KEP MAN WASa^l HE'S CONE 

THE LONE RANSER.' 1*1 FOR NO»)i 





I WAITED TO 566 WHAT WOULD 
HAPPEN. THEN SUM AND FLAT- 
NOSE CAME TO SEARCH FOR 
llBE RIFLE OF THE ICWP KID. 




/UAN'S 




For off across the painted desert, 
LITTLE MAN saw the plume of dust. 
A white man's eyes could not have 
picked it out — much less told the di- 
rection in which it was moving. But the 
eyes of a Navajo scout are hard to fool. ( 

That tiny dust cloud meant horses — ' 
and the horses were almost certainly 
ridden by enemies. White soldiers — or 
perhaps an -Apache war party! In any 
case, they were moving in a direction 
that would bring them close to Little 
Man's own party. 

The boy — for he was only sixteen — 
knew his duty. The band of fifty, 
Navajo warriors to which he belonged 
was bringing home eight .hundred 
sheep, taken in a bold raid against the 
Pueblos. If surprised and forced to 
fight, they might lose thsir booty, if not 



their lives. It was the business of Little 
Man and the other for-riding scouts to 
see that such a disaster didn't happen. 

Little- Man's knee pressed hard 
ogoinst his pony's shoulder. The wiry 
roon turned down into a shallow gully.. 
Hidden from view of the distant riders, 
he broke into a run'. 

Little Man knew how to take advan- 
tage of every perkie (dry wash), every 
dip in the desert's' floor, every bush, and 
hiliock. Half on hour later, he slid off 
the roan's sweaty back and crawled to 
the top of a rise of ground. His bow was 
in his hand, ready strung. In his quiver 
of antelope skin were fifteen flint- 
headed arrows 

Cautiously he lifted his head! There 
were the riders, just where he had ex- 
pected them to be. They were o troopof 






Federal cavalry in blue Tunics, white 
cartridge belts, and dusty black boots 
— a part of the small army that had 
been hunting the Navajos for weeks ! In 
a few minutes THEIR scouts would spot 
the party of Little Man's friends, 
unless — 

There were two things the Navajo 
boy could do. He could glide back to his 
horse, as silently as a desert rattle- 
snake, and ride to warn his people. 
They could escape._then, or fight from 
ambush until forced to run. In which 
case the sheep would be lost. Rage set 
Little Man's pulse pounding at the very 
thought of that! The other choice was 
plain madness — but he took it, with- 
out counting the cost, 

Drawing six arrows from his quiver, 
he laid five of them on the ground and 
the. sixth on his bowstring. He rose to 
one knee. A clump of sagebrush almost 
completely hid him from view of the 
white horsemen. The range was a little 
more than a hundred yards. 

Little Man drew the bowstring to his 
ear— and let fly. Six times in rapid 
succession his short bow twanged, and 
art arrow arched up out of the desert 
sand. Before the first shaft struck, the 
last was in the air. And Little Man was 
darting back toward his waiting, pony. 
Yells and a gunshot told that one or 
more of his arrows had drawn blood. 
The soldiers could not see him yet — 
but they soon would. Skermishers, trac- 
ing back the flight of the arrows, would 



spot his pony's dust. By that time he 
must be out of rifle range, or else — ! 

The rattle of rifle fire behind him 
came sooner than Little Man expected 
it would. His horse flinched — hitsome- 
where by a leaden slug. Desperately 
Little Man's gla*hee searched the 
ground ahead. With his pony wounded 
— even if not badly — he could not' 
hope to outrun the cavalry troop's best 
thoroughbreds. He must find cover — 
hide his trail, as only a desert Indian 
knows how to do, 

A "perkie" with sides as steep as 'a 
wall and crooked as a snake's track cut 
the earth ahead of him. It was a bad 
risk, but the only one that offered any 
hope at all. At a spot where the sharp- 
edged bonk had crumbled, Little Man 
set his horse back on its haunches and 
down into the wash. Bullets chipped the 
hard-baked earth, mere inches from 
his head. Then — for a few moments, 
the "perkie" hid him. 

The brave little roan was weakening. 
The bullet had entered his rump. He 
might live — but Little Man wouldn't. 
Not unless he found a place to hide un- 
til the hunt had passed. 

Suddenly the boy saw it — a hole in 
the ground, where a shallower gully en- 
tered the deep wash. The white soldiers 
were not yet in sight. Barely slowing 
the roan's gallop. Little Man gathered 
himself and dived. 

Dust spurted os the boy's hands hit 
the side of the small gully. Then he was 





crawling, swift as a lizard, into the hole 
beneath the, overhanging bank. It was 
a tiny opening — one that might have 
appealed to a den-hunting coyote, But 
once inside, Little Man's slim body 
found plenty of room. Flood water from 
the spring rains had cut a deep little 
cave in the clay-like soil. Little Man 
was silently congratulating himself, 
when— 

The roof caved in ! At least a part of 
it did, as o trooper's horse leaped the 
gully and landed on it. The next instant 
the horse scrambled out, its rider 
shouting angrily. The pounding hoofs 
of the others drowned out the small 
sound of Little Man's coughing. The 
hoofs of a whole cavalry troop! 

Little Man's eyes, throat, and lungs 
seemed full of dust. At first he thought 
he was suffocating, buried alive. Then 
a breath of clean air entered his mouth, 
from somewhere, He was safe! 

After a time two cavalrymen return- 
ed, still searching. But they missed the 
caved-in den completely. When they 
had gone, the boy dug his way out. 

Standing there in the clean desert 
sunshine, Little Man treated himself to 
a joyful whoop. His madness had pi -id 
off. The troop was headed now in the 
wrong direction to cut the Navajos' 
trail. They had supposed Little Man 
would flee toward his friends, instead 
of away from them. 

Now it was a matter of making his 
way home on foot, through enemy ter- 



ritory. A dangerous business! But 

perhaps he might moke it profitable. 
If he could locote an Apache camp, it 
might be possible to run off, not one, 
but MANY horses at night ! That would 
be something to tell dark-eyed Bah 
Chee the next time he met her among 
the peach trees of his people's home 
canyon. A horse roid, single handed 
would make him a man and a warrior! 

. . . But first he must find his wound- 
ed pony, ond recover his rope. 

Little Man rounded a bend of the 
deeper wash, and stopped with a grunt 
of anger. There lay his faithful roan, 
dead — riddled with bullets! The white 
soidiers had made sure of leaving him 
afoot, Little Mon salvaged the rope of 
Mexican maguey fibre, his anger build- 
ing up. He recalled the black prophe- 
cies of his tribe's chief men — that these 
white-skinned foreigners were, spread- 
ing over the whole country like o swarm 
of locusts. Already they had gained, by 
sharp bargains, broken promises, and 
bloody warfare most of the land in the 
Red Man's world. Never, never would 
they be able to conquer the mighty 
mountains and canyons of the Nava- 
jos! But here on the open desert they 
were a threat to every Indian. 

"They must be made to pay!" mut- 
tered Little Man through his teeth, "I 
will follow their trail now! Tomorrow— 
or next week — 1 will . run off the 
WHITE MEN'S horses. The Apache- 
can wait!" 



f OUNG 




Capturbd bva S7/?/WffiE 
Tl?/B£, LI7TLB BUCM AND 
WHITE FAWN ARE FQRC&D 
TO CfflRV 8UJLVING &LOCAS 
UFA HIGrH CUFF a 




ITS A PICTURE -OFA 
y<>C//V6- HAWK- LEAVING* 
ITS NEST! OH,OH,OH! 
IT'S TOO SOOD TO BE TRUE 




%ffltLTHEKHOP£SSINKflWIH. !"?^! 



JUMP H1GH.U7TLE STRIPED . 
WARRIOR ! /UAVVOOR'itKIWM 
BEASSTR0NGA9V00R SMELL* 




THATSIHEWAV \ CALL THE [THEYVEGOT 
THEVWENT--TH06E) HUNTE-RS! ^ FRIENDS 
TWO LAZY FOREIGN / AN-ffEEBEf) BELOW- 
J/ *5HOOTiNS 
THflTSKUNtS 
UP HERE! 




THEyRESHOOTINSBOWl* 1-WEvTrtNH 

aiMBINtiTHE-CLIFFINTHE- ( PAlJTy — 
t)flRK--ITHOUQHTTHEyw0ULW HeE,HEEj 






FROMTHEDESERTEPl/JLUQEON 

THE/MESA, O'FCOUR^E'THEPUCE 

VOU THOUGHT WA9 FULL OF 5PIRITS, 

HA, HA! NOTHING 

BUT PACK-RATS _ 

THERE- SO i 

TOOW ALU 1 

COULD CARRy-- 

COT5N ME-AL 

ANDDPISP 

MEAT AND 

TJ&ET^SWIN 

&LRNKETS '• 



WE LL QETA$ FAT? AWAY FROM ^ ANP SOME PAY 
TWATTRK3EOF CLIFF -DWELLER^ WE SHALL 

A9VVE CAN BEFORE ^ " FINPVOUR. 

PAVLIQHT--- ^ PEOPLE. V0UN6 HAWK. 




PONT yOU EVER WI&H you NO.VOUNG 

WEREBACK AMON&VOUR7 HAWK '. VQOR 

OWN SIOUXTRIBE,/ -^ PEOPLE ARE AW 

WHITE FAWN ? J{ PEOPLE NOW--ANPALWAVS. 
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